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Satire shouid iike a volish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s searceiy felt or seen, —Lap¥ MONTAGUE. 
* Political Pasauinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. Thev suppiv information as to the person and 
wabits often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”—CROKER’S NEW WHIG GUIDE. 
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—we can forgive a sneak, who is tempted by the area-gate being 
open, and becomes passionately enamoured of a set of spoons— 
we could almost overlook a violent and impudent attachment sud- 
denly formed by a pickpocket for our gold repeater—but we cau- 
not pardon the political assassin who sticks his envenomed arrow 
in the hearts of a private family. Such has been the conduct of 
the Tories, through their hired agents and political assassins, 
Barnes and Bacon, of the Times ; but the Times will not long be 
able to save its bacon from the just vengeance of the agitator. Our 
caricature of this week has a fine moral tone pervading it. It does 
not merely squeak out a namby-pamby bit of sentiment, but it 
gives a loud and wholesome roar of true morality and stern philo- 
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| _ ESS W (\\\SSEE «| holy privacy of Derrynane, and tampering with the base tools of 
1 AHR DAW RSS | servitude, in the hope of inducing them to hatch up matter for 
: Ds libels against, as the 7'imes insolently calls them, the whole brood 
of O’Connells. How shall we conceal our deep horror at this 
sacrilegious act? Wetry in vain. The honest ink even boils 
over in indignant contempt at such supereminent blackness, and 
: A , / | our pen bristles up at the bare mention of the pits of such foul 
~_ a receeaenel _ | misdoings. Here we have Lyndhurst going so far as to bribe 
BRIBERY AND CORRUPTION. O'Connell's footman with a purse to swear falsely against his mas- 
Crean. — ; , _ | ter; but John is overwhelmed with horror at the proposal, and 
_ wReat and damnable have been the attempts the Tory scouts | 4i, velveteen shorts shrink three inches above his knees, with 
have often made to invade the domestic privacy of those politically | shrinking from the base proposal. Peel, disguised as a policeman, 
_— to them ; but lately we have had an instance of an enort= | is doing a bit of septimental slobber to the man, and is attempting 
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is diverting himself with an od/igato movement of his knuckles, 
fists, and sinews, in the direction of the portrait of O’Connell.— 
Not meeting with the original, he has a most determined shy at 
the portrait, and is planting, in imagination, his facers and nosers, 
his smellers and his knowledge-boxers, in all directions. To it he 
goes—at it—in the most graceful style; and thus we leave them 
to their fates, having, we think, given them all one of the most 
powerful right-handers that has been put in for some time against 
back-door and back-stair influence, 


— nese SSS 


VICTORIA’S ACCOMPLISHMENTS. 


A paragraph in Friday's //era/d set forth, in glowing colours, 
the accomplishments of the Princess Victoria. Her Roval High- 
ness is no longer her little Royal Highness; and Hobler, hearing 


that she would soon be declared a Major, thought it very strange | 


that a lady should be appointed to a military capacity. However, 
our present business is with her accomplishments; the extent of 
which is as varied and multifarious as the different tongues heard 
in the affair of Babel. In the first place, we are told she speaks 
at least half a dozen tongues, in addition to the ru/gar tongue, 
which his Majesty thinks a part of her edueation 
have been omitted. Then she speaks Italian, French, 
nish, German, and Latin. 
other dav, and had the pleasure of a long conversation with the 
Princess, first in Dog Latin, then in St. Giles’s Greek, and ulti- 
mately in Gibberish. We then tried the unknown tongue, and 
got on famously. We were quite charmed with the varied round 
of accomplishments thus displayed in the lingual branches, and 
felt disposed to examine the further extent of the heiress presump- 
tive’s abilities. We therefore tried her in a lesson of arithmetic, 
and put to her the terrific and old-established puzzler,—‘ If a red- 
herring cost a penny, what will asack of coals come to?’ Her 
Royal Highness commenced rule of threeing, and dividing, and 
multiplying, and subtracting, and quotienting, and remaindering, 
and dividening. She was about to give it up, when the King, 
who was looking over his royal niece’s shoulder, whispered in her 
ear, ‘Cinders, you fvol!"* and the turning round to us, 
replied, § Cinders, you fool!’ with the velocity of a band-box on 
a steam-carriage. We then had a game at cribbage with her Royal 
Highness, and the expert manner in which she put in for his nob 
was truly exquisite, Put was then proposed, and ecarte (a cart, eh !) 
which gave rise to some Royal jokes, so that Victoria was quite a 
wag-on it. Altogether, we think her Royal Highness’s qualifica- 
tions for the throne have been underrated. It is, indeed, felicity 
to hear that the future Sovereign can talk Latin and High Dutch ; 
but how blessed must a country be, whose Queen can not only do 
all this, but can play put, score at cribbage, or guess conundrums. 
It is highly gratifying to us, as loyal subjects that are to be, and 
we are quite sure that the public in general will duly appreciate 
the authentie information thus afforded to them, It may all be 
relied on as true, excepting of course that which is inaccurate. 
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HOOD’S COMIC. 





Hood has issued his prospectus, and it is, im some degree, a 
funny one. His puns, if not some of the sharpest, are the best 
fur getting J/unt than any one else's (our own excepted). Hood is 
second only to us in the punning line, and we beat him in every 
other department. However, that bas nothing to do with his pros- 
pectus. His ‘Comic Magazine’ is a magazine of fashions,’ in 
which the J/vod forms the favourite article. There are many spu- 
rious imitations, but 7. Hood is the genuine; though he is such 
an agreeable companion that we should like him asa 7’ Hood,a 
breakfast Hood, and a dinner Hood. His plates, too, have all 


that might | 


We had the honour of an interview, the | 
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something im thei, and his tail (tale) pieces are creditable to his 
[It is one of the best annuals of the season, 
like the winter it is rather long in coming. 


though, 
However, if 
it comes in late, it generally remains zz longer than any other. 
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Perhaps one of the most spoony affairs that has occurred for this many 
a long day (or a short one either) is an affair at Herne Bay, the particu. 
lars of which are given in the Morning Herald of W ednesday, It 
seems, that among the cockney visitors of this bay, called Herne Buy, 
from its resemblance to a tea-urn, is a Mistress J. Thwaites, who "eke 
got nothing else todo but pickle heself in the sea every morning, and 
lose a few shillings at the raffle > (at which nobody gains) every evening 
This is all very well, in its way, very pretty to look at, and very nice 
| to talk about, but the other day the old girl must needs give away an old 
eight-day clock, to stick at the top of the light-house for mariners, a 
hundred miles at sea, to be guided by. This is all very well, too, as far 
as it goes; but the objectionable part of the thing consists in the unne- 
cessary fuss and humbug that has attended the giving away of this old 
eight-day Swiss time-piece. The authorities met her, the cockneys went 
| out in boats from Herne Bay, and, thank God! they were half of them 
| blown overboard ; the beacon was lighted up witha cigar, and the town 
with short sixes. The secretary to the clock read an address, in which he 
| lugged in ‘amerciful Providence,’ ‘the sturdy mariner,’ ‘the charity 
| 
| 
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COCKENEY FLARE-UP AT HERNE BAY. 


i children,’ and ‘the billowy deep,’ all with one effusion. Those poor 
| little wretches, the charity children, are never allowed any peace, and 

this time-piece seems to have subjected them to sad victimization. No- 
| thing is allowed to go on in a town without the charity children being 
dragyed into it,—bless their dear little dirty noses, and their innocent 
little bandy legs, the darlings! Wedon’t know Mrs. Thwaites, nor the 
clock, nor the secretary to the clock, nor the charity children; but if ever 
there was a tremendous quantity of fine humbug Add in a Lot,as George 
Robins says, there it was on the above occasion, and like an auctioneer, 
up to the value of these things we have Anocked it down accordingly. 


DRAWING THE LONG BOW, 


i Within the last week or two, Mrs. Graham has been giving an account 
of her turn-out of the balloon, and coolly tells us that she fell a distance 
of three thousand feet, and, thank God, it was no worser. Mrs. Graham 
has certainly, in our humble opinion, been pitching tt rather strong, in 
saying that she tumbled down a thousand feet ; and it is to be regretted, 
in a fall of so many feet, she found in the end she had no feet to stand 
upon. Perhaps it is rather too bad to turn into ridicule any thing con- 
nected with the grand erial turn out ; but, as the danger is now all over, 
and as the twaddle does not seem to be one half over, we feel ourselves 
perfectly justified in having a shy at it, though it is certainly interesting 
to be made acquainted with the particulars of the accideut, by which 
Mrs. Graham happened to turn, head over heels, into her mother’s lap 
(Mother Earth, of course); yet we like to sift matters, and, making 
our brain into a sort of cinder sieve, we like to divide the useful part of 
an affair from the right down sheer gammon of it. Now, we don't be- 
lieve Mrs. G., when she says she fell a thousand feet, and we politely sug- 
vest she has drawn a very long bow in saying any thing of the kind; 
perhaps, indeed, from her wrial connections—a rainbow. In addition to 
this, she mixes up in her account a great deal too much of what we are 
pleased to designate balloon-gaggery and aeronaut pufiery. She goes 
into a very advertisement like description of the virtues of the new bal- 
loon, and Graham’s aptitude at ascending, and all that air sort of blare 
ney. With all this, however, we have most urbanely to intimate that 
we can have nothing to do, and we are compelled to put a stop to it ac- 
cordingly. Provideuce certainly did not intend it as a puff that Mrs. 
Graham should have been upset, nor Ought she to try to pervert so aw ful 
a dispensation to so plebeian, not to say commercial a purpose. Had tt 
pleased high heaven to have killed Mrs, G., the puff would, upon this 
plan, have been so much the more tremendous. The last part of the 
statement is a nice little hint to Brunswick, which we do not by any 
It isa very fair slap at the Duke’s shabhiness, and, as 


means object to. 
it contains, We 


such, we think it perfectly justifiable. By the inwendo 
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THE JEWS AGAIN. 


Levy, the bum, has been at his dirty work again. A few nights ago 
leman borrowed our card of admission. and was admitted in right 
shereof at the Victoria theatre. Levy, who was at the doors, hoping 
against any of the unsuis; ! 
thinking he migt tarrest something, toc k the libs rly of arre sting our curd, 
which the bearer objected to, but Levy grabbed it, and promised to 
bring it up by habeas again before the remainder of the evening. However, 
at the close of the evening, on the ventleman who brought it applying for 
its restoration, Levy was, what the salaries are at some theatres occasiou- 
ly—not forthcoming, Upon hearing that Levy had put the admission 
» that regular Winte Cross Street, his own dirty pocket, a polite note 


into | ‘ E . 
was sent to him, firmly demanding its restoration, to which application 


Levy has not replied, and we, therefore, presume, he has lodged a per- 
manent detainer against what is undeniably our own property. If we 
thought it worth our while, we would have a search warrant and recover 
it By the bye, it Levy is so preciously ignorant that he cannot write a 
leiter in answer to any he may receive, surely his acting manager, Mr. 
C, Hill, might knock up a note with the aid of a s} g book. When 
the gentlemen who manage this dog hole, have learned how to write, we 
shall be happy to hear from them. [tis impossible to describe the sen- 
sation which the presentation of Our admission card occasioned, no sooner 
bad the bearer seated himself in a box, than a gang of dirty jews came 
neering over the box door to look athim. First came a dirty shirt, then 
a large pair of whiskers, then a vreasy hose, and so on all the ‘even/ng 
was our friend subjected to the disgusting impertinences of the manager 
bum and his followers. ‘The Masquerade a low set out, intended to 
give a lift to the old clothesshops. Why does not the police interfere ? 
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THE SMALL BEER CHRONICLE. 


We have heen most excessively disgusted, on more than one occasion, 
by thes ‘ 
their aflectations of criticism of all kinds, but particularly theatrica]. 
They pretend to know every thing, and they do know nothing. It is only 
a few days ago that they raked, and pokered, and shovelled, a poor old 
guy, named W. Vining, who is as harmless as a wafer stamp, and as 
quiet as a bit of beeswax. They pokered him, we repeat, poor fellow, 


into an alledged quarrel with Clarke, the lawyer, when, in truth, Hooper 


was the man who had the turn-up with the hero of the pounce box und 


| 10le of the half-pay coxcomb, Marryatt. 
| 
| 


latitat. ‘They described Vining as having hit about right and left, back 

and front, round ways and square ways,—whereas he is known never to 
have made one hit, not even sideways, all the days of his life. They did 
not shew him the least delicacy, but though he is as inoffensive as a sil- 
ver tea-spoon (only a great deal softer), they have actually represented 
him as pitching into a gentleman who he never saw, and obtaining a 
victory ina pugilistic combat that he never heard of. 


This is too bad : 
and, in addition to it, when he writes to explain, they coolly allow that 

somebody knocked down Mr. Clarke, and, as they must give some infcr- 
mation to the public, they may as well say one person as another person. 
However, the particular ignorance to which we have to call attention is an 
act of injustice to Buckstone, whom they very kindly praise for his act- 
ing in the £ Doom of Marana,’ though, by way of novelty, they choose 
tocallhim Oxberry. Now, they must be poor fools indeed, who could | 
% 80 far taken in as tothink that Buckstone could be Oxberry, or who 
Could imagine that Oxberry could be amusing in one of Buckstone’s 
characters, 
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THEATRICALS. 





Drury Lane is advertised to open on 


g Saturday evening, with the 
Slege | 


3 of Rochelle,’ in which Balfe, the composer, enacts the part 
Herto represented by Ii. Phillips. Balfe we have long known as a| 


CONCert <j : : , : a ; ; 

ee . t singer, and as far as his vocal pretensions are concerned, there is | 
uj t » : : 1 . . 

. foubt of his success. He has likewise often appeared on the Italian 
su ve 


> and is no novice, having for the last eight or ten years played in | 
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, sers, by way of illustration, 














































167 


| operas with moderate success on the continent. Poor H. Phillips is cer- 
| tainly, to use a common phrase, getting it right and left, for Leffler on 
the one hand, and Balfe on the other, will most unquestionably put him 
ina cleft stick with his fine rumbling, mumbling, and grumbling barri- 
tone, or as Hobler said, wh en he went half-price among the sixpenny gods, 
his barrow-tone. Among the entertainments advertised for the first 
night’s performance is a Monody on the death of Malibran. This isa 
tribute of respect due to her memory, and we agree with the lessee in 
acknowledging that Drury Lane has certainly been the scene of her 
| greatest triumphs. Poor Malibran’s death will certainly considerably 
embarrass Bunn, but this is the least part of the matter. A nasty beast 
who does the damnable in the ‘ Monthly Repository,’ has been chuckling 
over her decease; because she was a foreigner. As if genius was of any 
| particular country. And then the great beast exults moreover, because 
he thinks Bunn will be ruined by not having her. Why what narrow 
minded savages are some of the self-st yled liberals. Because, perhaps, 
Bunn won’t give the ‘ Monthly Repository’ a free admission, the para- 
grapher is glad to have him ruined even at the expense of the life of 
Malibran! The carniverous dolt ought to have his heart dug out of his 
| body with the ace of spades. 


a 


As to Covent Garden, that, we hear, has been trying to do very great 
| things; Farren appeared on Saturday, and was to have had a bumper in 
| conjunction with father Kemble, but the couple had the satisfaction of 
acting to about forty pounds worth of the most graceless vagalonds that 
ever passed off their bad shillings upon a drunken money taker. We 
regret that Farren as Sir Peter, and Charles Kemble as Charles Surface, 
should not have succeeded in drawing a better house, but the manner in 
which they were supported, was, as the Irishman would say, enough to 
knock down anybody. All the other parts were swamped ina water 
butt of inefficiency, from Sir Oliver Surface down to Snake, the footman. 
Macready appeared on Monday, as Macbeth, for the purpose, we 
understand, of giving Charles Kemble a friendly hint of how it ought to 
be acted. Macready played the part as weil as any man now on the 
stage could play it, and Charles Kemble, who was at the wing all the 
time, was seen frequently to immerse the whole of his head in one of the 
safety fire buckets This mark of remorse was highly interesting to us, 
and weconsoled him during part of the evening with a remnant ofa 
half-eaten lollipop. The * Leopards of the Jumna,’ have been irretrei- 
vably hunted off the stage, and such a pack of miserable hounds as 
those who apeared as bipeds in the company of the said leopards, lave 
not been often congregated. ‘The Jumna’ affair ought to have been 
catled the jumble. It went off as heavily as a flat iron shot from a cross 
bow, and fell as dead on the ground asa blue-bottle under the fire of a 
| heavy round of artillery. Peace be to its manes or remains; its ashes, 

or rather the hashes of which Fitzball had composed it. 
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Davidge at the Surrey has most judiciously acted upon our hint, and 
taken away the trash of ‘ Midshipman Easy,’ founded on the stupid rigma- 
This man spends a few pounds in 
par?graphs every time he puts his scribblings into book form, and at the 
rate of three and sixpence per puff, he tells people that he is a second Smol- 
lett, anava! Snakespeare, or the Scott ef the Ocean. Were we to describe 
him, we should dub him the quack of the Metropolitan, and the land-lubber 
of loggerheaded literature It is all ver well to keep up a magazine, and 
get himself puffed in it, but it does not give him a spark of talent, and as to 
his novels, they are one and all nothing more nor less than we ourselves could 
write, if we were to condescend to pass an afternoon at Wapping, and grany 
an audience to a ship’s cook, ora sea-gull of a wretch whose station is abaft 
the binnacle, 
‘ swab,’ and ‘ British seamen,’ but the talent of the thing is quite another 


Nothing is easier than to write about ‘ shivering timbers,’ 
question. T. P. Cooke could write just as good a sea novel as the coxcomb 
Marryat, and indeed he conld do mueh more; for he could hitch up his trow- 
The naval character, as drawn in bo ks and 
dramas, seems to consist in a rooted antipathy to braces and pocket handker- 
chiefs, together with a singular notion, that the human eye is the receptacie 
n which all tobacco when once it has been thoroughly chewed, ought t» be 


deposited. 


* 


Yr 3 


g, all the major-minors have opened; that is to 
say, the St. James’s, the Olympic, and Adelphi. At the St. James’s, 
‘The Strange Gentleman ° 


but we think the gentleman, 


Since our last writin 


three new pieces ciaim our first attention. is 


by that very strange gentleman, Boz; 
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though odder than many others, will not long be a stranger. Harley’s 
acting in it is, like Hobler’s autograph, quite inimitable. He is an im- 
mense acquisition to this house. The Misses Smith appeared, and sang 
charmingly two duets; and in the second piece, ‘ The Sham Prince, 
Mr. J. Parry made a debut, not only promising but successful. The 
last piece was a novelty, called ‘ The Tradesman’s Ball,’ which, like other 
balls, was kept up till long past midnight. It is an exceedingly pleasany 
trifle, and Harley is as mercurial and lively in it as a weather-cock ina 


hail and thunder storm. He is, like a member of Parliament, all mo- 


tion; but, unlike an M.P., his motion leads to a more agreeable result 


than does that of most other members of Parliament. We can congra- 


tulate the management upon a very auspicious opening. 


highly seasoned, and which went off without much either to praise or 
condemn; but the grand point of the night was the deep and unutterable 
damnation of a piece by that coxcomb, Charles Dance, who steals from 
the French, puffs his plunder in the Atheneum, and makes Madame pay 
the piper. The piece he introduced to the public, on the opening night, 
was such irretrievable and uncompromising trash that the audience, irri- 
tated by the insult offered them, rejected the trash with scornful yells, | 
and piteous howls, for a termination to the nuisance inflicted on them.— | 
Mathews came forward, and said, that Dance had been such an arrant 
egotist as to have written his fag in anticipation of success, and he should 
therefore take the liberty of omitting it. The curtain fell, before the 
piece was over, with a yelp of disgust, as loud as it was universal. We | 
felicitate Madame vupon the first fruits of her reconciliation with : 


prince of Dances. 


The Adelphi since its opening has had two novelties produced, the 
first on the opening night, under the title of * Novelty,’ a hodge podge of 
trash and vulgarity by Leman Rede. It is a pity this Lemon is so very 
deficient of sharpness, for it rendered ‘ Novelty’ a decided bore, owing 
to the utter absence of every thing like acidity in the authorship. The 
only thing like lemon about it was the roughness. It met with very 
little quarter, and was very nearly being damued without a peal. Had it 
not introduced Reeve, and the old favourites, it would certainly have 
met its justly merited fate. The only point in which it bore out its 
title of‘ Novelty,’ was that it made Reeve appear any thing but funny, 
which was an unquestionable novelty. On the succeeding Monday, 
which, however, turned out to be in this instance nota succeedin , but a 
failing Monday, we had an affair from the French called the * Doom of 
Marana,’ It is full of blasphemy, libertinism, and machinery. It is an 
Evans piece altogether, for it is a remarkable fact that Evans, (Heavens,) 
the carpenter, is a capital hand at making the Hells. It is taken from the 
French, but had it been /eft with the French, the French would not have | 
been any richer, nor should we have been any the poorer. The thief in | 
this instance has stolen trash. Itis avery poor affair,and though it in- 
troduced both a good and bad genius, we had not the pleasure of meet- 
ing with any genius either good or evil. It was as neara damn as any | 
thing at the Adelphi can be, when Yates comes forward in a shower of. 
hisses, full of gratitude and smiles, and bows to the audience for their 
kind encouragement. We mustdo the adapter the justice to say, that 
the introduced comic scenes are excellent, and for them he owes nothing 
to the French author. They are original, and if the whole drama had 
been so, we discover a hand in it, that is sure of complete success in any 
thing that is worthy of his abilities. A Mr. Lyon, from York, has appeared 
here, and isa decided acquisition to the company. Lyon will provea 
good actor in the mane. The company is strong, but the pieces must be 
stronger, before there can be any foundation for hopes of success. 








The Victoria is getting worse and worse. They have been doing 
the ‘ Marriage of Figaro,’ with nobody to sing in it. This is fine work 
truly. Thecompany is the most disreputable ever collected within the 
walls of any theatrical establishment, whether in town or country. Levy 
will, however, have the amusement of paying the rent, in addition to the 
weekly losses. One or two good and respectable names, would bring the 
concern up, but while it continues in its present career, destruction’s deep 
gulph yawns for the sheriffs’ officer. He certainly will have to arrest | 
himself if he goes on much longer. | 


> 





Printed and Published (for theProprietor) by 


Vestris’s Olympic commenced with some hash by Planche, not very | 
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Now ready, embellished with 16 comic engravings, by Seymour, price 94. 
IGARO’'S COMIC ALMANACK for 437 

comprising all the Information (useful to the Tradesman and . 
every class), contained in other Almanacks. Neatly printed on a broad sheet, 
surrounded with engravings, by the late Mr. Seymour, forming alike an orna. 
ment and useful guide. 

Alsoready, Nos. 1 & 2, price ‘Twopence each, with Twenty-eight caricaturos 
to each, by the late inimitable Seymour, 
EYMOUR’S COMIC SCRAP-SHEET 
printed ona large sheet of fine paper, hot-pressed, with descriptive 
letter-press. No. 3 will be ready in a few days. 
BUCKSTONE’S PLAYS. 
Published this day, price Sixpence each, new Editions of 
HE WRECK ASHORE; Dedicated to Master John Reeve. 

The CHRISTENING; With a Portrait of the Author, from a 
Painting by M‘Clise, with Preface to Vol. 1, &e, 

‘© The Portrait of Mr. Buckstone alone would sell the book.’”’—-TiMgs. 

VICTORINE; or, (LL SLEEP ON IT. Dedicated to Mrs. Yates. 

is° The above were origina)ly published at One Shilling each. 

The Dream at Sea, and Agnes de Vere—price Sixpence each. 

This Edition is carefully corrected by the Author, and contains the Costume, 
Caste of Characters, &c. 
THE MOVEMENT! 
This day is published, price One Penny, 
fysts TO THE YOUNG MEN OF GREAT BRITAIN, on 
the PROGRESS OF POLITICAL OPINION, 
By Roberts Hammersley, Esq. 

‘* God has given us a country of which to be proud, and that freedom, 
greatness, and renown, which were handed down to us by our wise and brave 
forefathers, bid us perish to the last man, rather than suffer the land of their 
graves to become a land of slavery, impotence, and dishonour.”—Cobbett’s 
Advice to Young Men. 

London :—W. STRANGE, No. 21, Paternoster Row; Sold by 
Wekelin, 1, Shoe-lane, Fleet Street; No. 21, Stonecutter-street, Farringdon-street: 
No. 126, Strand; Purkess, Compton Street, Soho; Clements, Pulteney-+treet; Lewis, 
Manchester; Cooper, Birmingham; Mrs. Mann, Leeds; Heywood, Manchester; J G. 
Smith, 24, Scotland Place, Liverpool; H. Robinson, 11, Brunswick-place, Trongate, 
Glasgow ; and all Booksellers. 
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BEAVER HATS 
NHE Best in London are to be had of W. WILKINSUN, No §0 
STRAND, at the following low prices :— 





Good Waterproof Beaver Hats - - - 12s. each. 
Fine ditto, short nap - - ° ° i6s. 
Superfine ditto, ditto - - os i 2te, 


When the quality of the above goods are taken into consideration, they will be found 
about 20 per cent under the usual charges at other Establishments. 

No silk or other common Hats are kept by this House 

Livery Hats, the bestat 18s. Gold or Silver Lace, and Cockades, are put on withou 
profit. 

India Rubber Waterproof Caps, Sable, Seal, Lustre, Beaver, Velvet, Cloth, and ip 
fact, all kinds of Caps for Ladies, Gentlemen, and Children’s wear. 

Leather Cases, from 5s. upwards. 

Be pleased to copy the name and address, 

** WILKINSON, 80, STRAND 





PQRANKS'S SPECIFIC SOLUTION of COPAIBA.—This Medicine 
has been extensively used in many of the Metropolitan Hospitals, and 


In the practice of several distinguished members of the Me 
dicai Profession, as the most speedy and effectual remedy 
for the cure of all diseases—which are particularly describec 
in the directions accompanyiag the Medicine of the Urinary 
Organs, It isperfectly innocent in its operation,and its eff- 
cacy is verified by testimonials from the following, amongs 
several other eminent members of the profession. 

Joseph Henry Green, Esq., F.R.S., one of the Council of 
the Royal College of Surgeons, Surgeon to St. Thomas's 
Hospital, and Professor of Surgery in King’s College, Lon- 

on; 

Bransby Cooper.Esq., F.R S.. Surgeon to Guy’s Hospital 
and Lecturer on Anatomy, &c. &c. 

William Hentsch, Esq., House Surgeon to the Free Hosp 
tal, Greville street, Hatton garden, 

Alexander I'weedie, Esq. Surgeon to the free hospital, 
Greville-street, Hatton garden z 

This invaluable Medicine is prepared only by Geo Franks, 





> 
Surgeon. 90. Blackfiiars road, and may be had of his agents, Barclay and Sons, Farring 
don-street. London—at the Medical Hail, 54, Lower Sackville street, Dublin— of J. ap 
R. Raimes. Leith walk. Edinburgh—and of all wholesale and retail Patent Medicine Veo 
ders in the United Kingdom. Sold in bottles at 2s 9d ,4s 6d , and Ls. each, duty include 

Caution —To prevent imposition, the Hon. Commissioners of Stamps have directed thé 
name of ‘‘Geo. Franks. Blackfriars-road,” to be engraven on the Government Stamp. 


N 8 The Medical Profession, Hospitals, and other Medical Charities, supplied as usa. 


fiou,the caoprietor. 


W. STRANGE, 21 ,PATERNOSTER ROW, 
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